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triumphed in a realm in which surgical and medical skill could
play no part. The inseparable psychological and physiological
structure of this woman's self had won the airman's personality
from the kingdom beyond the reach of the surgeon's knife,
denied to the chemistry of the physician.

But it was my turn. No bone in my leg had been broken, but
the patella of the knee-cap was cracked, and every ligament
which joins the muscles of the calf, and binding the knee-cap to
the shin, with the thigh had snapped. An Italian masseur
came to me daily with hands like wrought steel and fingers of
velvet; while the surgeon sewed up the hole in my throat and
cleaned out the holes from which the teeth had been shot away,

A bullet had entered my mouth from underneath the chin,
and except for carrying away a few teeth had come clean away
through its aperture. It only took three days to mend that up ;
and I was urged to walk. I hobbled around the hospital and
its grounds on crutches, and so soon as I realized that nothing
serious was the matter, I wrote urgent letters to General Pinney
asking him to appoint no new Commanding Officer to my
battalion. But my Adjutant telegraphed to me that a new
Commander had been appointed by G.H.Q,. after I had been
reported wounded and a casualty.

My mind fretted with desperate anxiety. My battalion was
more than a wife. So after eight days of hospital confinement,
I sent a telegram to a young friend, Bill Piper, an airman of the
loth Squadron, Asking him to come and see me in hospital, with
a motor car. The next day Piper arrived, and I went for a
walk with my crutches in the grounds of the hospital.

And then Piper took me away to the headquarters of his
squadron. I spent the night there, and next morning, in a tender,
made the long journey across the battlefields to Poix du Nord,
not far from Le Gateau. The Divisional Commander, who with
every amiability and affection had pardoned all my unruliness,
was a little perplexed by my arrival; but as I was there, and
especially because he wanted me there, the new Commanding
Officer was returned to store, and I took charge of the Battalion
to lead it into action in the capture of Englefontaine on the 25th
October, one of our most glorious victories.

General Pinney received this message from the Mayor after
the battle.

" The Mairie of Englefontaine, which met this afternoon in a
cellar of this village, begs to express to you in name of the 1200